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E Public has been fo much accujlomed 
of late to didaSiic Poetry alone ^ and Effays 
on moral SubjeBs^ that any work where the 
imagination is much indulged y will perhaps not be 
relijhed or regarded. 7 he author therefore of thefe 
pieces is in fome pain lefl certain auftere critics 
Jhould think them too fanciful and defcriptive. 
But as he is convinced that the fajhion of mora^ 
lizing in verfe has been carried too far^ and as 
he looks upon Invention and Imagination to be 
the chief faculties of a Poet^ fo he will be happy 
if the following Odes may be looked upon as an 
attempt to bring back Poetry into its right 
channel. 
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ODES 



O N 



VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 



ODE I. 

To FANCY. 

^"^ Parent of each lovely Mufe, 
^"^ Thy /pirit o'er my foul diffuf^ ia 
0*er all my artleis fongs prcfidc, ) 

My footfteps to thy temple guide, 
To offer at thy turf-built ihrine, 
In golden cups no cofily wine^ 

No 
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No niurder'd fading of the flock, 
But flowers and honey from the rock. 
O Nymph, with loofely-flowing hair, 
With bufkin'd leg, and bofom bare. 
Thy waift with myrtle-girdle bound, 
Thy brows with Indian feathers crown'd, 
Waving in thy fnowy hand 
An all-commanding magic wand, 
O ' Of powj to bid frefli gardens blow 
*Mid chearlefs Lapland's barren fnow, 
Whofe rapid wings thy flight convey " 
Thro' air, and over earth and lea, 
While the vaft, various landfcape lies 
Confpicuous to thy piercing eyes ; 
O lover of the defart, hail ! 
Say, in what deep and pathlcfs vale, 
Or on what hoary mountain's fide, 
'Midfl: falls of water you refide, 
'Midfl: broken rocks, a rugged fccne, 
With green and graffy dales between, 
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*Midft forefts dark of aged oak, 
Ne'er echoing with the woodman's ftroke^ 
Where never human art appear'd, 
Nor ev'n one ftraw-rooft cott was rear'd. 
Where Nature feems to fit alone, 
Majeftic on a craggy throne ; 
Tell me the path, fweet wanderer, tell, 
To thy unknown fequefter'd cell, 
Where woodbines clufter round the door, 
Where fhells and mofs o*erlay the floor. 
And on whofe top an hawthorn blows> 
Amid whofe thickly-woven boughs 
Some nightingale ftill builds her neft. 
Each evening warbling thee to reft > 
Then lay me by the haunted ftream. 
Wrapt in fome wild, poetic dream, 
In converfe while metbinks I rove 
With Spenser thro' a fairy grove ; 
Till fuddenly awak'd, I hear 
Strange whiiper'd mufic in my ear, 
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And mj ^ad jbnl ia fabfi n dxown'i 

Bf tbe fwcgtly-ihorTimg fooad. ! 

Mc^ Goddds, by tbe rigbt-liaad kad, 

^i*n^"^^ thro* the yellow taead, ^ ^ 

Where Jot and whi(c-roh*d Peacs fdbrt. 

And Vends keeps lier £d^vc coorr. 

Where MutXH sad Youth each evening meet. 

And lighdy tri^ whh nimbte feet. 

Nodding their lilly-crowned heads. 

Where Lau«bt£a ro(e-lip d Hebi leads ; 

Where Echo waOu fleep hills amon^ 

LiA'ning to the ibepberd's fong : '^-v^ 

Yet not tbefe £owery fisldi of joy, 

C^n long my pen five mind cmplo)', 

Hafte, FAiicry-£roflLthe icenes of Riliy 

To meet the matron Melakcholv, 

Goddefs of the tearful eye, 

That loves to /old her arms and iigh ; 

Let us with illent footfteps go 

To charncls a»d the houfe .of .Woe> 



To 
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To Gothic churches, vaults j and tombs. 
Where each fad night fome virgin comes, 
With throbbing breaft, and faded cheek, 
Her promis'd bridegroom's urn to feek ; 
Or to fome Abby*s mould'ring tow'rs. 
Where, to avoid cold wint'ry lliow'rs, 
The naked beggar fhivering lies, 
While whittling tempefts round her rife. 
And trembles left the tottering wall 
Should on her flceping infants fall. 
Now let us louder ftrike the lyre, 
For my heart glows with martial fire, 
I feel, i feel, with fudden heat, f^*'^ 

My big tumultuous bofom beat ; 
The trumpet's clangors pierce my car, 
A thouiand widows' fhrieks I hear, 
Give me another horfe, I cry, 
Lo I the bafe Gallic (quadrons fly ; 
Whence is this rage ? — ^what fpirit, fay, 
To battles hurries me away? 

B 
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Tbere wlvls wot ocx ibe h3k ti§BA, 
Wboc Tiamdt jnd DtS hvdJu m 
WLsre ssad «idi poi, tk 

Wberc gisist Tenor #iJks annad, 
Widb falicn joj f om^ the graoad. 
And pomfing to di' nifaT>gnia'd ficU» 
Shako hit ^ n^fnl GafgoD-&ield * 
O guide mc fian dm ixsnd ibcae 
To hi^K-tfcbt walks and a]JcTs g^nccn^ 
Wlndi kxrdj Lauila lbdES» foikna 

TdC tCTVCti of WC VOur^Jy WBB. y 

Tfec puigr of ahfenoe, ORmgirct 
For dMo caa'ft place me near mj kiR^ 
Oui*ft fowd in vifiaoaij Uii* 
Aod let oe daiok I deal a kifi». 
While Ker xabj %s d4)Ciae 
?4dc»w aeflar'f tauBtdStcmotl 
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When young-cy'd SpriKg prpfufely throws 

From her green lap the pink and rofe, 

When the fbft turtle of the dale . 

To Summer tells her tender tale. 

When Autumn, -cooling caverns fecks, • 

And ftains with, wine his jolly cheeks, .; 

When WiN^TER, like poor pil^im old, .• 

Shakes his filver beard with cold. 

At every feafp^ietmy ear 

Thy folcmn whifpers,' Fancy, hear. 

O warm, enthiifiaftic maid. 

Without thy powerful, vital aid. 

That breathes ian energy, divfcfi^ 

That gives a foul to every line, . * • 

Ne*er may I drive with lips pro&ne 

To utter a;i unhallow*d Arain,: 

Nor dare to touch the facred firing. 

Save when with fmilcs thou bid'fl: me fing. 

O hear our prayer, O hither comf^; 

From thy lamented 3HAKE8PffAR*s jtomb, : r 

/:•:;:•.. fi.i.;..! .'',;, ^" :!..... ..;' i On 

i . •. . ," *•:.;, .:■ ..,.•=(••.. 
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On which thou lov'ft to fit at eve, 
Mufing o'er thy darling's grave ; 
O queen of numbers, once again 
Animate forae chofen fwain, 
Who fiird with unexhaufted fire, 
May boldly finite the founding lyre, 
Who with feme new, unequall'd fong, 
May rife above the rhyming throng. 
O'er all our lift'ning paflions reign, 
O'erwhelm our fouls with joy and pain, 
With terror fliake, and pity move, 
Rouze with revenge, or melt with love. 
O deign t'attend his evening walk. 
With him in groves and grottos talk ; 
Teach him to fcorn with frigid art 
Feebly to touch th' unraptur'd heart ; 
Like light'ning, let his mighty verfe 
The bofbm's inmoft foldings pierce ; 
With native beauties win applaufe, 
Beyond cold critic's ftudied laws : 
O let each Mufe's fame encreale, 
O bid Britannia rival Greece I 
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O D E 11. 

To LIBERTY. ' ^. 

OQf/ki's/ky on whpfe (lepj att]£nd 
Pleasuri; aad laughter-loving Health, 
.Whke^manJtled Peace vfykk plive^wAnd) 
Young JoT^ and .diao^ndrfceptred Wealth* 
Blithe Plcntt With:hcir baded houii ■'. 
.IVKitbTBoifiNci bright-ey'd asthfi mara»^<? . 
In Britain, .which; fe«gc$f»ft ^ f 
Has-been tl^ f^<M^^SJ^^^%iTty, ^ ; < 
^ WWmad^ft her «t^i^«0ld Aron^.i(ia4 fskysi 
May thy: bell bleflifigi&^^ overJ[g{|» • ... ,. 



■ «?^ •>■■ ■■ i;:-r\, :.:>.■■■ ■ •' i ■■: ••' 
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^orthei^ tl^a'pinitig poller 9}t»irr%> , .[ : ? 
Depriv*d of food, of mirth, of light \ 
For thee pale flaves to galleys chain'd. 
That ply tough oars from morn to night ; 

Thee 
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Thee the proud Sultan*s beauteous train, 
By eunuchs guarded, weep in vain. 
Tearing the rofes from their locks ; 
And Guinea's captive kings lament, 
By chriftian lords to labour fent, 
Whipt like the dull, unfeeling ox. 
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Infpir'd by thee, deaf to fond nature's cries, 

Stern Brutus, when Rome's genius loudly fpokc. 

Gave her the matchlefs filial facrifice, 

Nor turn'd, nor trembled at the deathful ftroke I 

And he of later age, but equal fame, 

Dar'd ftab the tyrant, tho' he lov'd the friend. 

How burnt the -f- Spartan with warm patriot- flame. 

In thy great caufe his valorous life to end ! 

How burft GusTAvus from the Swedifli mine 1 

Like light from chaos dark, eternally to fhinc. 

When'' 
•j- Lemidas, 



When heav*n to all thy joys beftows. 
And graves upon our hearts — -^-Be free— - 
Shall coward man thofe joys refign. 
And dare.reverfe this great decree? 
Submit him to fbme idol-king, 
Some felflih, pafEon-guided thing> 
• A()horririg man, by man abhprr'd. 

Around whofe throne fUnds d^mbling Doubt^ 
Whofe jealous eyes ftill rowl about, > 

• ' • And MoRpER with his reeking fword ? - 






Where tripling Tyranny with Fate 

Hark^'hdw the idyitig infants £hriek> 

How hopcfcfs age is funk in woes I r '■_ -i.^^ j 

Fly, mortals, from that fated land, 

Tho* rivers rowl o*er golden fand ; 

Tho* 
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Tho' birds in fliades of caflla fing, 
Harvefts and fruits (pontaneous rife, 
No ftorms difturb the fmiling flcies, 
And each foft breeze rich odours bring. 

Britannia, watch ! — remember peerlefs Rome, 
Her high-tow'r'd head dafh'd meanly to the ground j 
Remember, freedom's guardian, Grecia's doom, 
Whom weeping the deipotic Turk has bound : 
May ne*er thy oak-crowu'd hills, rich meads & down*, 
(Fame, virtue, courage, property, forgot) 
Thy peaceful villages, and bufy towns, v 

Be doom'd fome death-difpenfing tyrant's lot 5. 
On deep foundations may thy freedom iland. 
Long as the furge fhall lafh thy fea-encircled land. 
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To rt p A LlT rt. . 

Writtm on a Beei^iry fr^m th Smal^ 'Pox. 

• f. . " •.* .:..,■■ ■ . - . ^■'- ■■'■ ■ ■*- 

O Whether with laborious clowns 
In meads and woods thou lov* ft to dsvelL 
In noify merchant-crouded towns, 
Or in the temperate Brachjnan's cell ; ^ 

if .^X.;] T.J'.n'^l^ 6.-.J?3: 11 ii. 

Who from the meads of Ganges'. n^itftfL^Bood, . ^ ^ 
Wet with fweet dews.colleds his .flowery food ; 
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In Bath or in Montpellier*8 plains, 
Or rich Bermudas' balmy i£Le, 

Or the cold North^ whofe fur-^lad j(WaiU)l 
Ne'er &w the purple Autumn, imiie, - ^ 
Who over alps of (how> and defarts drear, ■ 
Py twinkling ftar- light d^ve the ip^ing -^ccr j 
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O lovely queen of mirth and cafe. 
Whom abfcnt, beauty, banquets, wine, 
Wit, mufic, pomp, nor fcience pleafc, 
And kings oh ivory couches pine, 
Nature's kind nurfe, to whom by gracious heav*n 
To footh the pangs of toilfome life *tis giv'n ; 

To aid a languid wretch repair. 
Let pale-ey'd Grief thy prefence fly. 
The reftlefs demon gloomy Care, 
And meagre Melancholy die ; 
Drive to fome lonely rock tke giant Pain, 
And bind him howling with a triple chain I 



) 



O come, reftore my aking fight, 
Yet let me not on Laura gaze. 
Soon muft I quit that dear delight, 
O'erpower'd by Beauty's piercing rays ; 
Support my feeble feet, and largely fhed 
Thy oil of gladnels on my fainting head : 
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How nearly had my fpirit paft, 
Till ilopt by Metcai,f*s fkilful hand. 
To Death's dark regions wide and waft, 
And the black river's mournful ftrand ; 
Or to thpfe ysAc$ of joiy, ^nd ^Kadpws bleft, , 
Where iages, heroes, patriots, poets reft ; 



Vfbcst Maro and'^diAUt fit ^ 
Lift'ning toMiLTON*& lofiief fbng, 
With (acred £Jent wonder &ut V 
While, monarch of the tun^i^liitoti^ 
Homer in rapture throws his trumpet dpwd^ 

And to the Briton gives his amaranthine crown. 

' , a .V.'. 'r; "■ . ■ ■'.•'... -. ;■■ "..•■..' ' 
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ODE IV. 



To SUPERSTITION. 

HENCE to fome Convent's gloomy ifles, 
Where chearful daj-Vight never finilcs, 
Tyrant, from Ajbion bafte, to flavifli Rome ; 
There by dim tapers* livid light, 
At the ftiU foIemA hours of sight. 
In peniive mufifi^ walk o'er many a founding tomb. >' 

Thy clanking chains, thy crimfon fteel. 

Thy venom'd darts, and barbarous wheel, 
Malignant fiend, bear from this ifle away, 

Nor dare in Error's fetters bind 

One active, freeborn, Britifli mind, 
That ftiongly ftrives to fpring indignant from thy fway. 
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Thou bad^ft grim l^btfoii'li ififow(ii8ij^ prieft 
Snatch fcreaming^tnl^tiMQfK^ -tk^iAks^- -' 

Thou kN^'lb <tlie:*r«ithter» 'Tcbt a£:S^ik ;. : .7 
To wo«i)^lh^V^»tdN3ift ^n^: O.I i! -1 :^^ 

From ddti^ d^%Ad(rf^kfte^^f^4ial^^^^^ 

But k> 1 how fwiftly art fhou £ed> 
When RsAsoN lifts his radiant head } 

When his rdfounding,'^ awful voice thej hear, 
BHnd Ignorance, thy doating fire, 
Thy daughter, trembling FEAii, retire ; 

And all thy ghaftly train of terrors difeppear. 

So by the Magi hail*d from far, 

When Phoebus mounts his early car. 
The fhrieking ghofts to their dark charnels flock ; 

The full-gorg*d wolves retreat, no more 

The prowling lionefles roar, 
But haften with their prey to fome deep-cavcrn'd rock. 
^~^0 HaU 
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EEMt theoi ye friends of Realbn hslil, 

Ye fo€R tojMyft*;5y*8}odiounireil» 
To Truth's high tsmple guide 097 Aeps aright, 

Where Clarke and Woobaston je£ide^ 

With LocK^ and Nswtoh byth^rfid^ r 
While.P(*AT0 fin abo^ enthron*d in endteis light 
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ODE V. 



T<? ijf Gentleman upm his Trateh /AraVftaly.,, 
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HILE I with fond officious care. 
For you my chorded fhell prepare^ 
And liot unmindful frame an humble ky. 

Where (hall this verfe my Ctmthio find^- 
What fcene of art DOW charms your min^ 
Say, o» what facred Ijpotof Roman ground yoB ilfay'?-^ ''^^"^ 

Perhaps you cull each yalley*s bloomy 
To ,fbew o'er Viicgil'^j laurell'd tdmb,' ^ 
Whence oft at midnight echoing voices foui^ f • • ' " 
" J?or at that hour o£ fiience, there 
The fhadesJof andenti bards repair, • ' ' 
To join inchor^/oii^.bis ballow'd urn aiOund:-^ ^-^ ♦' 
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Or wander in the cooling (hade 
Of Sabine bovv'rs, where Horace ftray'd. 
And oft' repeat in eager tliougkt elat% 
(As round in clafTic fearch you trace 
With curious eye the pleafmg place) 
*< That fount he lov'd, and there beneath that hill he fate. 



Ho^ loi^ tny raptur d bre^il iwth ydtfF T 
Great Raphael's magic ftrokes to vievir, 
To whofe bleft hand each charm the Graces gave! 
Whence each fair form with beauty glows 
Like that of Venus, when the rofe 
Naked in bliifliing charms from Ocean's hoary wave. 

As oft by roving' fancy led 
To fmooth Clitumnus* banks you tread, 
What awful thoughts his fabled waters raife I 

While the low-thoughied fwain, whofe flock 
Grazes around, from (bme fteep rock 
With vulgar difregard his mazy courfe furvtys. 
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Now iJifo' the fam'4 dmet.nty Mufe 
Ybtoy ftejM lidth dagef &ghC putTuei^ • > 
That tlieir cle^ {))ilesoii Tri»EA*s pidns prefetit, 
Among who(c hoUbw-winding celli '• 
Forlorn ahd-wiid Rbit&V Osmos dwdli^ 
His;^aiden fcepttelttoke,'«tid^i||le mantle rent^ 
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Oft to thoTe mo% ^oiiklViiig vi^Uii 
ThoTe csLVtini dark, ai^d liletit lifllb,' 
Let me repair by inidrfight*^ paV ^^ > ' 
Thfcf^ mke od EmpircVfaJtett fte, ^ 
And frail' Ambition's Mpleis fate;"- 
While more than mdrtal thoughts tM folemh fcen6 inipires.* 

What luil o^ powV from i^c cold North 
Could tcn^thbfe VaHdal-robfcers fc'ith,' 

Whdfe haiids prtjfaiie, ^WitK hbftile blade, ' 
Thy ftory'd feiJ^les-cfei''^ invadej i '^ 

And all th/jPifefaJi1«al£:6Fkt!fc'fet '^faWIr/^'i ■;•:'' '-^:i T 

: ...'■.. ..:r ; P::...['i ::•. ;^ .;',.».:. %-. . They 
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They, weeping Art in fettew bound, 
And gor'd her bread with many a vvound> 
And veil'd her charms in clouds of thickeft nighc ; 
Sad Poesy, much-injur'd maid, 
They drove to fome dim convent's fliade, 
And quench'd in gloomy mift her lamp's refplendent light* 

There long flie wept, to darknefs dcom'd^ 
*TilI Cosmo's hand her light relum'd. 
That once again in lofty Tasso ll:ione, 

Since has fweet Spenser caught her fire, 
Shebreath'd once more in Milton's lyre>^ 
And vvarm'd the foul divine of Shakespear, Fancy's Con^ 



Nor flie, mild queen, will ceafe to fmile 
On her Britannia's much-lov'd ifle. 
Where thcfe her beft, her favourite Ihree were bom,. 
While + The RON warbles Grecian ftrains, 
Or polifh'd Dodington remains, 
The drooping train of arts to cherifli and adorn, 

•|- Th* author of the Pleafures of Imagination. 
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O DE VL' 

Jgainfl DESPAIR, 

FArewell thoH dimpled chemb Jor, 
Them roip'csovm'd, eveiv£niUi^b<79 
Wont thy iiAer Hopb to lead 
To dance iUoqg'the'^irimroie^raeadl.. ^ 

Nomore>^ i)ettft^*la{}py'hcMiri^' <' 
I feek thy lute-refounding bow'n. 
But to yoa* riiinM- tbwer repik,-^ " - - ^-•' * 
To meet the god <Bi- Grroan^ ^esPAtu ; ^ • :. 
Who, owtl&X if^-datkea*d ground, u 
Still takes at eve his filent round, 
Or fits yon new-madiF grave befide^ . 
Where lies a frantic fuicide : 
While lab*ring fighs my • heart-ftrings bfeak, ^ 
Thus to the fuUen pow«r I Tpeak : ^ \ - 

« Hafte with thy poifon*d d^gcr, Jiaflf,'* 
■^^♦^Tb pierce this forrow-laden breaft I 

D 4 « or 



** Or lead me at the dead of jjight|«^ 

** To fome fea-beat mountain shcignt, 

" Whence with headlong hafte I'U l«ip 

*' To the d|fl(i b()fpq*.9f the dosjii^. A •T' 

*' Or (hew* me" fur from hiiiuan cyc^ 

** Some cave to mufe in, ftarve and dk> 

*< No weeping friend or brother aea^fidi^ ^s>>^ 

** My laft, fond, fault Ving words to bear I 

*Twas thus with weight of woes oppreft, m iuo. 
I fought to ea^ my bruifed bread ; npirii lS5ir: 

When ftraight mkore gloomy grew the flaade. 

And lo ! a tall majeAic maid I 

Her limbs, not delicately fair, 

Robuft, and of a martial air ; 

She bore of fteel a polifti'd fliield. 

Where highly-fcwlptur'd I beheld 

Th* Athenian f martyr fmiling ftand> 

The baleful goblet ii^ his Jiaud ; 

I i>^,., f ; Sparkled^ 

•f- Socraft's. 



Sparkled Iiet eyes with lively flacoe, 
And PATiBNQa,.v^ the Seraph's name; 
Sternly fhe lisdc^d/ and Scid4xjt^'.^ 
" Thy (brrows ceafe, cbmplaining man, 
" Rouze thy^ vin^k^a^ ^p^^jthj^poan, 
'* Soon are the clouds of fadne& gone ; 

" Bcyon4i a bljMul .«ity jK^j : _ . : , /. 

*' Far from vtboicigaftw «m^ tmgi^iSkfi l.ni, -; 1 1 
** Take thou this fliiekl, which once of yore 

" And whjj^ i^ Umjim^m^^h i/^. %(./ i iu// 

InexikbtlnjlMngeQiuk^r ? :. - -Jj .'..;., ;, ,^^ 
Their mightj? minds could baniih fear ; 
** Thy Jieattuftifrnf^ \rt)«,ftaJU;%Jil <;.:;ini:r| ^rir 
** 'Twa»Y«TU«,"tewper4'tf»^$iji^ji|pf^? 5;. . . r 
« And, by I^CiciB(»wnl|f^^g8llll:l¥«piighfeiy c; . m,;.j;j 

"To me the^diiB prfefefit Jbmug^t* c; ,:/. /.:73 LIO 

ODE 






( 30 ) 



ODE VII. 

To EVENING. 



HAIL meek-ey*d maiden, clad in fober grey, 
Whofe foft approach the weary woodman loves, 
As homeward bent to kifs his prattling babes» 
He jocund whittles thro' the twilight groves. 

When Phoebus finks behind the gilded hills. 
You hghtly o'er the mifly meadows walk, 
The drooping daifies bathe in dulcet dews, 
And nurfe the nodding violet's flender ftalk ; 



The panting Dryads, that in day's fierce heat 
To inmofl: bowers and cooling caverns ran, 
Return to trip in wanton evening-dance, 
Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Pan. 



To 



( -5» ) 

To the deep wood the clamorous rooks repair. 
Light fkims the (wallow o'er the wat'ry fcene, 
And from the fliltepcotes, and frefli-fuirowM field. 
Stout plowmen meet to wreftle on the green. 

The Twain that artlefs fings on yonder rock. 
His Q^l^g illieep and len^enlng ihtfdo^^^ipk^ - \ Y ;)' 
PleasM i»kl'ihe.copl; thecalmi ««fr€&fol^htftftv^ * * 
And with hoariie hummiiigs.of.umium]»5rUliliesk 

r • - 

• . . . ■ ■:. . . .7 (.: i 'Ji ■- 

Now etcry paffion flceps ; defponding Love^ 
And pining Eikvy, evcr-reftlefsPHde ; , j 

Anlioiy calm creeps o'cr.my pcaccfql fiwily ^' -^^^ ->q i-i 
Anger and mad Ambition « flonnfi lubfidev 



O modeft Evening, oft*^ let me appear 
A wandering votaay" isi thy penfivc trdn, ^ 
Lift*nrh^ to every wildly ^warbling throat: 
That fills with farewell notes the dark'fring.plaJii. 



.'I 2 A 



!/• i 



ODE 
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."[•"rm ? 






c! 



• ODE VIIL 



TAtf HAPPY LIFE. 



,w 



Elcome C6NTB^lT I (ttum tOoik of irected gold^ 
From Perfian fofa*8, and the gems of Ind, 
From courts, and camps, and crouds, 
Fled to my cottage mean ! 



Meek Virgin, wilt thoii deign witli me to fit 
In penfive pleaHirc; By my glimmering fire^ 
And with calm fmile delpife 
The loud world's diftant din ; 



w* 



-go A 



As from the piny mountain's topmoft cliilF, 
Some wandering hermit fage hears unconccrn*d,.j. ^: 
Far in the vale below 
The thund'ring torrent burft ! 



!a 



Teach 



( $5 ) 

Teach me, gobd heaven, the gilded chains of vice 
To break, to Audy independent eafe, 
, Pride, pomp, and power to (him, 

Thofe fatal Sirens fair, 

That, iob*d like Eaitern queens^ (kt on lig^^^onea^ 
And beckoning every tfairfty travdler, 

'Hicit bileiftjl CUM pwfent ' . / ' ^ 

With plea&ng poifofil fraught 

O let me dwell in life's low' valley, bkfi 

With the dear Nymph 1 love, mi^ Heait^^fi^joy^ 

With cho4& friends to turn 

The poli{h*d Attic page j 

Nor fekiom, if noie Fortune dfto^ toy wtiigi^ 
Ifer dire IMfeafe, to feat to PiNfiCS* hfll. 

My hours, my ^ul ddrote^ 

To Poefy and-Love ! ' .: t. 

' ,-;•••', ■ ■ /. ' '" • r 

f ^« .i J; I >, . J . .. ., . • >. ■ ! 'fl 1 

' * E ODE 
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ODE IX. 

To *Af nightingale; 

■ " - ■ ■ • • - ■ 

OThou> that to the mooQ-Iight ya^c 
, Warbleft oft thy p]ainti?e tale, 
What time the village-murmurs ceafe, 
And the ftiH cjre is hu(h*d to peace, .„.":,... . ; o 

W^h'ugw no bujy found is heard, . > , ,i / 

Contemplation's favourite, bird I. ,; 

. . - ,. * • • -t 

Chauntrefs of night, whofe amorous fong 

Firft hea^d:the tufted groves amopg,^ ■■■ ^^ ;. ;,r ■ . - 

Warns wanton Mass A tp< begirt; . > r.^,:n..- . -.• 

Her revels on the ciic]ed.^een;| , j,^(,.: ,,:/ 

Whenever by Meditation Jf<J,i: tjc/i 6l 

I nightly feek fome diflant mead, 

A fhort 



( 3S ) 

A ihort repole of cares to find, 
And {both my love-diilraded mind^ 
O fail not the%. rweotPHU^QMBt^ 
Thy ^ly-warbled woes to tell ; 
In fympathetic numbers join 
Thy pangs of lackleft hnvc^with nunc j 

So may no (wain*s rude hand infefl 

Thy tender ybuAg, and rbb thy lieft ; 

Nor ruthlefs fowler's guileful (hare 

Lu*e" thoc to leave the i^A bf 4ur, , : : : i li . C T 

l^ more Wiiifit fide dr fhade^ .. . ^., : •., - - :...jj 

9dt»el}arh«iioifs¥ir^a*8'Vxipdvie made;; :' 



": r 



; j ■ 



f 



;. i* 



• T> 
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O D£ X. 



00 the SPRING. 



lt> m LADY. 



if »•. ♦ 



Ff«/h bcuitie* j0iflil» on cadi (mli7co*4 iimii^ : 
With Oi/Vn adl KuoOmoc fihcam tiie ioiili^g £k^6ff 
And mafttle* hill ami vale in glowing green. 

All wnKwtt feci* her vital heat around^ 
7 /i« f If fgn^ fit glebe now butfts with foodful grain, 
V/Jfh fei/i/lly w;irmth /he opes the frozen ground^ 
Ai^i wiih fi«w life informs the teemwg plain. 



Sd 



,f'r!il '■; '.:i.c-j- > • Ct •■' J. r. ■'\ A 
^ II .J 1.;* ^^fn^' *• ijjsr v'fi/; y**/!" 



'm*^i^"STi^'tn'Gr* 



t $■■< 



LO f Spiling, zfmf^t^ 'Tik'^fAmtPkrmsSfm'iii^mii 

With fhow^naaiimd^iQhnitB^,^M^ 
And imantles hill and vale in glomng green* 

'All nature feels her vital heat around^ 
The pregnant glebe now h\xt&& with foodful grain. 
With kindly warmth fhe opes die frpzen ground> 
•And with new life informs the teeming plain. 






She 



(. «7 ) • 

She C9U» the fiihes from their ouzy beds, 
A.nd animates the deep with genial-Iove> 
She i»ds the herds howd fpord^o'er^ie meads^ 
Afid with glad ^gs awakes the joyous grove. 

No more the g^trid]^ tiger ftNims ibi> prey,' 

All-powerful Love fubdues his {avage ^ul, 

To find hif ipotted flnate he ^darts away, 

While gpatl^ lights ^ thirft idf ^eod controul. 

§ut ahl whik ail irtfi»milb«ad^bft (lej^. 
While all-around^KiiiO'S ditarfiil ^nrit own, 
You feel nQt,.AMoitB9V ^eciquiiokenjng £se^ 
To Spring's kind influence you a foe alone 1 



ODS 



( it j 



^' ; '. ••{• :;'.': T.-;i'. ::/':"; Cijl «ftf,? ::.: 



ODE- XI. 






k i- , ,. -• . -s-^ li J '•'*'** •■■'^■• 



Sri <r Lady, wh iai^jif Gfrnntrp 



T,^- 



&ao 



*f 



No W ^QMMBVi ^daughter. of the^iin^ a ' . . i T 
^ O'qr tl^e ^y fields «Qmei4iUKMg.-flB^.^ •^' . ; li 
And earth overflows with, joys ; 
Too long-i^ |t>i^ and4niWtng-f9iHis> , I:, fk 

The taijelers houirs m]r;iEar cooAunet'. ^ V 
'Midft&Jly, flattery, -noife. 

Come hear mild Zephyr bid the roie 
Her balmy-breathing buds difclofe, 

Come hear the falling rill, 
Obferve the honey-loaded bee, 
The beech- embower'd cottage fee, 

Bedde yon* floping hill. 



B\ 



( 39 ) 

By health awoke at early mom, ; 
We'll brufh fweet dews from every thorn, 

And help unpen the fold ; 
Hence to yon' hollbw oak we'll ftray, 
Where dwelt, as village-fables fay, 

An holy Druid old. 

Come wildly rove thro* defart dales, 
To liften^^ how lone nightingales 

In liquid lays complain ; 
Adieu the tender, thrilling note, ' 
That pants in MonticellVs throat, . 

And Handhl's ftronger ftrain.' -.' 

" Infipid Pleafures thcfe 1 you cry, 
** Muft I from dear Aflemblies fly, 

** To fee rude peafants toil ? 
" For Opera's liften to a bird ? 
** Shall + Syndney's fables be preferr'd 

** To my fagacious * Hoyle ? 



' -f j^rcadia. 



* Alluding to thaft Ladies who have left their Novels and Romamts 
fw the frofound ftud)- of Mr. Hoyle's hook ou "Whift, 



( •4« ) 

O fal% fond of what feemi gfeati 
Of puiple ^mp and robes of fUte> 

And all life*i tinfel ^lare I 
Rather vrith htnuble viblets bind, 
Or give to waAton in the wind 

Your length of &ble luur. ' 

Soon as jou reach the rutal fhade^ 

Will Mirth, the fpiigb^y moimtain-maidy 

Your days and m^^ sXtetdt 
She*ll bring fentaftic Sf o<T and ScAiOt 
Nor Cupid will- be abient ]«Dg> 

Your trm ally aiul fiifcnd. 



( 4» ) 



ODE XIL 



On the Heath of- 



T^TO more of mirth and rural joys, 

■^^ ^ The gay defcripdon quickly cloys, , 

In melting numbe^Sj iadly flow, ^ 

I tune my alter'd ftrings to woe ; 
Attend, Melpomene, and with thee hri«g . . 
Thy tragic lute^ £uphranor'4 death to ftng. 

Fond wilt thou be. his name to prai^. 

For oft' thou heard'ft his flcilful lays ; 

Is IS for him £>& tears has {hed. 

She plac*d her ivy on his head ; 
Chole him^ (bid judge, to rule with fteddy reigns 
Tlievigoirous ^cicsof her.liftening fwains. 

1^ With 



( *» ) 

With genius« wit, and fcience bicft, 

Unfliaken Honour arai'd his brcaft, 

Bade him, with virtuous courage wile. 

Malignant Fortune's darts dcfpifc ; 

Him, ev'u black Envy's venom'd tongues commend. 

As Scholar, Paftor, Hufband, Father, Friend. 

For ever iacred> ever dear, 

O much-lov'd (haAc accept this tear ; 

Each night indulging pious woe, 

Fre{h roics on thy tomb I Stpewj 
And wifli for tender Spenser's moving verle, 
Warbled in broken ibbs o er Svonkt's hexfe^^ 



Let me to that deep cave report. 
Where Sorrow keqM her iUent court. 
For ever wringing her pale handi. 
While dumb Misfortune near her Aands, 
With downcaft eyes theCAitfiv aroiiad Ijer wail^ 
And Pity fobbing fits before the gate. " • '^ 



( 4» ) 

Thus ftretch*d upon his grave I fung, 
When (bait my ears with murmur rung, 
A diftant, dea^ and hollow ibuod 
Was heard in (glUmn w]ui|iei»iouiiii— --« 
" Bnqugb, dear Youth t — tho* wrapt in Uifi aboir^ 
** WeU-plea8*d I Men to thy kp gf love.'* , 



9» ODB 
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• . - . . . ZiiiM 



QJQ E XUIv 

0/r SHOOT IN G. 



NYMPHS of the forcfts, that young oaks protcft 
From noxious blafts, and the blue thunder's daat, 
O how fecurdy might ye dwell 
In Britain's peaceful (hades 
Far from grim wolves, or tiger's midnight roar^ 
Or crimibn-creiled ferpent's hungry hi^ 
But that our lavage fwains pollute 
With murder your retreats 1 
Hew oft' your birds have undeferving bled. 
Linnet, or warbling thruih, or moaning dove, 
£^lea&nt, with gayly-gUft nng wing^, 
Or early-mounting lark! 

H (J (.? ,_, yf^ 
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While in fwcct converfe in a round you fit 
On the green turf, or in the woodbine-bower. 
If chance the thund*ring Gun be heard. 
To grots and caves ye run. 
Fearful as wheb Lodona fled jfrom Pan, ' •'„ 
Or Daphne panting from enamour*d Sol,, 

Or fair SABRiiiA^to the flocjd ' - ; jO ■ ^ "~r** 

Her fiiowy bieauties gave: ■ -^ ■*" 

When will dread Man his Tyrannies fdregoj . - ii 

When ceafe to bathe his 'barbarous hands in t^obd^j < - ^'i' 

His fubje^s helplefs, harmlefi, weak, ■' ' .,- 

Delighting to deftroy ? - 

More pleafant far to fhield their teiider yoiu^ -^ ^ ' -' ' i^ 

From churlilh fwains, that Vidlkfe tihdr ^nififli,'^'' - ' ^ ^^' -^ 

And, wand'ring morn or cvi^, to heat'- • '^' ''^^ 

Their welcome to tlife Sluing. ^•'■- , ' ' 'i'-> 

• ■ •.. '■ -' . .;. ' ^ . 

.nj.v»j] v.: ':•.;.•■■■ '.r: no :'.'; , .-vlT 
.mj ■':■■■' •:iji i ;■;;.' .■ '■)'■ '■;'; lO 
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ODE XIV. 



To SOLITUDE. 



THOU, that at deep dead of night 
Walk'fl forth beneath the paJc mooa^s light. 
In robe of flowing black, array *d. 
While cypre6-kave» thy brows o^eiihadc ; 
Lift'ning to the crowing cock, 
And the diftant-founding clock ^ 
Or fitting in tliy cavern low, 
Do'ft hear the bleak winds loudly blow, • 
Or the hoarfe death-boding owl, 
Or village maiftiff's wakeful howlf 
While through ^y melancholy room 
A dim lamp cafts an awful gloom j 
Thou, that on the meadow green, 
Or daify'd upland art not feen, 



But 
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But "tvandVing byi the dufky nooks, 
And the penfive-falling brooks, 
Or near fome rugged, herblefs rock, 
Where no fliepherd keeps his flock ! 
Mufing maid, to thee I come, 
Hating the tradeful city's hum ; 
O let me calmly dwell with thee, 
From noily mirth and bus'nefi free, 
With meditation feek the fkies, 
This folly-fetter'd world dclpife! 



FIN IS. 



